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mare's milk." The decade in which he had matured, the
last decade of the century, had been its low point, a period
of sterility and vacuousness in which the forces of Victorian-
ism had ossified into control. Literature was bounded on all
four sides by a Mid-West morality; books and magazines
were published for a public that considered Louisa May
Alcott and Marie Gorelli great writers. Original work was
difficult to do, only respectable middle-class or rich people
might be written about, virtue always had to be rewarded
and vice condemned; American authors were commanded
to write like Emerson, to see the pleasant side of life, to
eschew the harsh, the grim, the sordid, the real. The
American literary leaders were still the pleasantly poetic
voices of Holmes, Whittier, Higginson, W. D. Howells,
F. Marion Crawford, John Muir, Joel Chandler Harris,
Joaquin Miller, American editors, who dwelt in the rarefied
and chilly atmosphere of the high places, paid unheard of
prices for Barrie, Stevenson, Hardy, even went so far as to
print the daring revelations (editorially castrated, of course)
of Frenchmen and Russians, yet demanded of their American
authors a repetition of the pseudo-romance formula with
only a change in backdrop permitted.

A revolution was being carried on in Russia by Tolstoi
and the realists; in France by Maupassant, Flaubert, Zola;
in Norway by Ibsen; in Germany by Sudermann and
Hauptmann. When he read the stories written by Americans,
and compared them to the work of Hardy, Zola, Turgeniev,
he no longer wondered why on the Continent America was
considered a nation of children and savages. The Atlantic
Monthly, high priestess of American Letters, had been print-
ing the fiction of Kate Douglas Wiggin and F. HopHnson
Smith. " It was all perfectly quiet and harmless, for it was
thoroughly dead." Well, "An Odyssey of the North" would
be out in a few days now; neither the Atlantic Monthly
nor American fiction would be harmless and dead any
longer. He determined to do for literature in his own
country what Gorky was doing for the art form in Russia,
Maupassant in France, and Kipling in England, He would
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